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Te^t: Matt. 12: 46-48; John IS: 25-?7

I am going to take two texts this morning. The first is Matt. l?:46-48

stood^without
,

'desiring t^sStS"' Ms breth-»
hold, thy mother and thy brethren stand without d\V? ^ him< Be '

thee. But he answered and said unto him that t^Id hi m

L

Speak With
and who are my brethren?"

at told him » W*10 ls my mother?

And the second text is John 19s 25-27:

^

"

oth"' “a f~- “* »«»

Quite a contrast between the two. isn't there? You can hardly believe
that the Jesus, who even in his last, bitter agonies on the cross thought to
provide for the mother he loved, could be the same man who on an earlier occa-
sion refused to see her when she came all anxious about his welfare, and roughly
brushed her aside with the remark, "Who are my mother and my brethren?"

"Who is my mother?" That is the first text; and my first point is

this: It doesn't make any difference who your mother is. not whaV^eu
aajte—to church today- to hear, ie-it? But-it is -true. You may be thinking that
I Should not say a thing like that on mother's day, but it is still true.

Now, of course, I do not mean that your mother makes no difference to
you. That would be just as wrong as to think that Jesus was being heartless and
cruel when he ignored his mother and turned to the crowds, saying, "Who are my
mother and my brethren." Was he ashamed of his family? Was he trying to hide
the fact that he came from a simple carpenter's home? Had his popularity with
the crowds turned his head. We know better than that. He loved his mother no
less
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less that day than when later he paid her final tributed on the cross. It

was not less love for her, but more love for God that brought forth the strange

answer, "Who is my mother?" Love, too, has its priorities, priorities by which

we must abide. Our first love is due to God.
yiMA \^L (rxJ

It 1-g—true . It makes no difference who your mother was. It makes no

difference how good she was. God judges you for yourself, not your mother.

^Charles DL^kens once said, "I think it must be somewhere written that the virtues

of the mothers shall be visited on their children, as well as the sins of their

fathers." / That is just wishful thinking. Too many people act as if it were

truej^too many people count on their mothers to get them into heaven. But no

mother can do that for you. All her tears and all her prayers cannot save you

against your will; and all her goodness cannot cover your sins. When you stand

before your Creator you stand on your own feet. At the last day there is no

hiding behind a mother 1 s skirts. You will look straight into the eyes of God,

for you will see Him face to face. It will make no difference, then, how good

your mother was.

But it also makes no difference how bad she was. I don’t even like

to think, today, that there can be bad mothers, but there are. Thank God, we

are saved by grace, and not by heredity.

tYes, there are bad parents. We are worried these days about

juvenile delinquency, but I think Miss Johnson, our new Parish Visitor, was
\

right when she said the oth&r day, "Most of the trouble is not juvenile, but

parental delinquency." Delinquent parents. Did you know that the average

American marriage lasts only eleven years. Eleven years! Do modern parents

think that their responsibility to the child ceases vhen he is ten years old?

Why, at ten years the chid is just entering the most crucial, the most

difficult je ars of his life. If ever the child i® eds a stable home and a

loving family, and understanding guidance in his adjustments to church and

school and community, it is at that adolescent age. Then, if ever, he needs
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the spiritual discipline of family worship, and the loving certainty of his

\ / i
mother's prayers. And yet, one out< of every s4x American marriages ends m

divorce. Don't talk to me a boup juvenile delinquency—too often it is the

parents who need the spanking.^

But remember, it doesn't make any difference how bad your mother

was. Listen to these few verses of Scripture—some people would call this

one of the most uninteresting passages I could find in the whole Bible:

"Aran begat Aminadab, and Aminadab begat Naas on, and Naasson begat '

Salmon, and Salmon begat Boax of Rahab, and Boaz begat Obed of Ruth." V ‘ '»

Dull, isn't it? I don't think so. You see, that is part of the genealogy

of Jesus. Did you notice the name Rahab? It seems incredible, but she was

an impure woman, a harlot of Jericho, a poor, wicked, forsaken, unclean

creature—yet Jesus, our sinless Saviour, was descended from herl It doesn't

make any difference how bad your mother was, the wonderful grace of the Lord

can reach you just the same.

Here \is an example. It is the story of Old Born Drunk, told by

Harold Begbie in his talesof the London Salvation Army. The little Army

lassie who came upon him "had seen many of the lowest and most depraved oeople

in London, but until she saw Old Born Drunk never had she realized the

hideousness and repulsive abomination to which vice can degrade the human

body. This man, the child of frightfully drunken parents, had been (literally)

born in drink... born drunk. ..( And) he was now at the age of 45 habitually

drunk, sodden... (His eyes) were terrible with s oullessness ... stupefied ..

.

They were the eyes of a man neither living nor dead... the eyes of eternal,

stillborn stupor." Yet Jesus found him. How the words of life ever penetra-

ted that poor, drink-dulled brain is a mystery—but the new birth is always a

mystery, and a miracle.

It doesn't make any difference who your mother was, Old Born Drunk.

You are saved now. YqU are clean for the first time in your life. The Lord
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Jesus Christ has washed you clean, and neither the sodden viciousness of your

mother, nor the filth of your environment will ever drag you down in the mud

again. It doesn’t make any difference- -you were born drunk, but now you are

born againl

It makes no difference- -all, but wait. You have forgotten the secord

text: "Son, behold thy mother". And the second point: it makes a heao of

difference who your mother was. "Th-e hand that rocks the cradle is the hand

that rules the world." Have you heard of the little boy who was told by his

mother that it is God who makes people good? He thought about it for a

moment, then he said, "Yes, I know it is God, but mothers help an awful loti"

\ One of the very few sermons I heard my father preach in English

took this same paradox but applied it to grandfathers. He contrasted Amos,

who is given no genealogy in the Bible, and Zephaniah, who traces his ancestry
~

V

to his great-great-grandfather in the very first verse of his proohecy. Amos--

it makes no difference who your grandfather was. Zephaniah--it makes a heap
\.

of difference who your grandfather was. The paradox is true whether it is

applied to grandfathers or mothers. Our mother’s goodness won’t save us, but

oh how it can mould and shape our lives. What a difference her love, and her

discipline, and her prayers make. We have found substitutes for a lot of

things these days, but there never has been found, and there never will be

found a substitute for a godly mother.

J* *
VI ^

How our mothers love us. There is a French poem about mother love
Tv

that almost offended me when I first read it, it is so stark and cruel and

impossible. But it does make its point: the love of a mother for her children

is unquenchable. The poem tells of how a woman separated a mother and her

son who had lived for yea^s in perfect harmony, and turned the heart of the

man against his own mother. Still unsatisfied, she says to him, "You still

"Her children rise up, and call her blessed;
her husband also, and he praiseth her."

1
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heve some love left for your mother. Prove that you love me only. Go to

your mother, and murder her, and tear out her heart, and bring it to me.

Then I shall know that you love me only." And the young man did as he was

told. But as he was running back from the awful deed, he slipped and fell,

and the heart rolled out of his hand. Then the heart began to weep, and it

spoke to him, and said, "Did you hurt yourself, my dear son."

Impossible, of course--but mother's love is like that.J That is the

very danger in it. Nothing you can do can lessen her love for you, how

wonderful, but oh how dangerous, for her love can cover up your mistakes

instead of correcting them. Mother love at its best must be tempered with

discipline. Love without discipline spoils the child just as surely as

liberty without discipline ruins the nation. GodV love is greater than any

mother's, yrrlniw chastises his children, and -Hr disciplines through suffering,

not because he loves the less, but because he lovesthe more.

I^fhat a difference a mother's discipline makes. It is hard work,

but it is worth it. And lest you think it is too hard, take a lesson from

Susanna Wesley. She had seventeen children—John Wesley, the father of

Methodism was her 15th, and Charles Wesley, the sweet hymn-writer who wrote
/

among others, "Jesus lover of my soul, Let me to Thy bosom fly", was her 17th

child. Seventeen children, but her home was always in order, and her children

were raised in the fear of the Lord. Their training began as soon as they

were born. No one was given a thing because he cried for it; and if the

children did cry, they were taught to cry "softly". They were allowed to eat

only at mealtimes, and there they were to eat and drink whatever was put before

them. Bed-time was promptly at seven. Family worship was never neglected.

One interesting rule in the house was that when the children spoke to each

other they were always to prefix the word "brother" or "sister" to the others'

names. (John Wesley liked this custom so much that he transferred it to the

Methodist church life, whidh is why you hear today of Brother Jones, and

Sister Smith in country Methodist churches)



- 6-

Those were the simple rules in Wesley's home--discioline applied
\

vith infinite love and patience. One day Samuel Wesley, the father, said to

his wife, "I wonder at your patience; you have told that child the same thing

"express himself." But oh how great is the reward in Christian character,

and filial piety, and in affection later returned, when the mother has not

forgotten the advice of Solomon: "Train up a child in the way he should go:

and when he is old, he will not depart from it."

mother's discipline makes. But above all, what a difference a mother’s

prayers make!

a patron saint for Mother's Day, I would nominate Santa Monica for the honor,

the mother of St. Augustine. Think of the long, weary, heart-broken years

she prayed for that dissolute boy of hers, comforted only by the words of a

kind bishop from whom she sought help. "Co thy way," he said, "and Cod bless

thee, for it is not possible that the son of those tears should perish." The

bishop was right. Augustine turned from his evil ways to become the greatest

of the church fathers, but, as someone has said, "the most beautiful title

that he bears in the thoughtsof men is not that of bishop or saint or theolo-

gian, but this that he has been given: 'the Son of the tears of Monica.'"

(James Burns)

ver stop praying, mothers. I know that these are the days of the

"sons of tears". Mingled with the tears of Monica flow the tears of the

\

twenty times." She answered, " mentioned it only nineteen times, I

should have lost all my labor." It was the twentieth time that took.

Perhaps that is why home discipline is so unpopular today. We haven’t the

patience to see that it sticks. It is so much easier to let the child

What a difference a mother's love makes. What a difference a

If we forgot we. were Presbyterians for a moment, and were to choose

mothers of this war-weary world today. They are giving their sons loyally,

outwardly cheerful, with never a word to call them back, but all the while
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there is a sword piercing the mother’s soul, and the shadow of a cross. /It

rds of Simeon, "Yea, a sword

shall pierce through thy own soul also." That was the shadow of the cross

there she found blessing in hejKSon as she heard him say to her and to John,

the beloved disciple, "Mother, behold thy son." "Son, behold thy mother."

"Mary, it is not possible that the son of those tears should perish." There

was no one to tell her on the black Sabbath that followed, "Don’t ween, Mary.

Tomorrow is Easter I" There was no one to comfort her, but she kept on

praying, for she was probably in the group of disciples gathered in the uoper

room to whom the Risen Christ, her Son, aopsared in the glory of his victory

over death.

Mothers, keep on praying. Let me close with this story from one of

Lloyd in Reveille) There was an evening service in the chapel at the large

base camp. The room was packed to the doors, and the chaplain had started his

address when suddenly a corporal—drunk—pushed his way into the hut, bawling

a comic song at the top of his voice. "Throw him out!", some of the men

growled, but the chaplain said, "Leave him alone, men." The drunk stumbled

up the aisle to the platform. "I can sing as well as any of you... and preach,

too, padre," he added as he saw the chaplain. "Well, let’s see what you can

do," said the chaplain to the astonishment of the men. With a broad grin the

poor fellow climbed up on the platform, "All right, chaplain, what’ll it be--

a song, a sermon or a prayer?" And the chaplain said, "You'd better pray, my

son." The man looked sobered for an instant, and then he shut his eyes. "Let

us pray," said the chaolain, and a hush fell over the room. Controlling his

speech with difficulty, the corporal began, "0 Cod..." There was a long

falling across her heart already. Bu# even at the end, when the sound of the

hammers on the cross drove the sword to follow the shadow into her heart, even

But after that, she wept. There was no one there to tell her.

our Army camps which I read, in one of our magazines just this week. (Ernest
A



silence. ”0 ^od..." he started affain. Then came a sob. He half-turned

to the cheplain whose arms were around him in an instant. "I had a e;ood

mother, sir—once— she tausht me..." He could set no further. "Let us pray

said the chaplain again, and he commended the man and his comrades to the

®od °f mercy who loves and understands. There was no sermon that night-

only the prayer—but the corporal's heart was given to Christ. No sermon

only the prayer. Three prayers—the corporal’s, the chaplain’s, and the

prayer of the lad’s mother. Don’t forget that one. It makes a heap of

difference who your mother was!
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